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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

White bread afloat on the waters. 
Cast out by the hand that scatters 
Food untowards, 

Will you come back when the tide turns? 
After many days ? My heart burns 
To know. 

Will you come back after many days 
To say your say as a traveller says 
More marvel than woe? 

Drift then, for the soundless birds, 
As fish, in their shadow-waved herds, 
To approach you. 

Drift then, bread cast out; 
Drift, lest I fall in doubt 
And reproach you. 

For you are lost to me! 



PENTECOSTAL 

Shall I tell you, then, how it is? 

There came a cloven gleam, 
Like a tongue of darkened flame, 
To burn in me. 
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D. H. Lawrence 



And so I seem 

To have you still the same 

In one world with me. 

In the flicker of a flower, 

In a worm that is blind, yet strives, 

In the mouse that pauses to listen, 

Glimmers our 

Shadow as well, and deprives 

Them none of their glisten. 

In each shaken morsel 
Our shadow trembles 
As if it rippled from out of us hand in hand. 

We are part and parcel 

In shadow, nothing dissembles 

Our darkened universe. You understand? 

For I have told you plainly how it is. 



NOSTALGIA 

The waning moon looks upward, this grey night 
Sheers round the heavens in one smooth curve 
Of easy sailing. Odd red wicks serve 
To show where the ships at sea move out of sight. 
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